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LIFE BEGINS IN JUNE

MOTHER

After the rounds of commencements in the month
of June, it will dawn upon many of us that the time
has come to make a start in life. And we shall meet
older men who have been unsuccessful—perhaps

has pleased God to grant us, there stands forth
midst that maze of faces and fancies the dear image

failed utterly—who, too, must make anew their

start in life, Failures may come. Face them manfully, fearlessly. You may be down, but you're
never out!
If, as the years roll on, you face the problem of
starting life anew, forget the carping critics who
perhaps are responsible for your failure.
Speak,
then, to your inner self, to your better self and say:
You're sick of the game? Well, now, that’s a shame.
You’re young and you're brave and you're bright.

As we look back over the years of life which it

of

one

whose

influence

has

predominated,

yea,

fashioned our life and character. After we have
battled with the world, and in its mill have lost

some of our youthful illusions, after we have passed
through its dirt and grime and sordidness, there will
still remain one niche in our mind unsullied, unaf-

fected by these influences—a dim-lit sanctuary of
sweetness and gentleness and all but infinite selfsacrifice, the embodiment of all that is beautiful and
true and good—the memory of our Mother. And to

some of us Mother is only a memory. But what a
memory! It haunts us ever as a chord of the most

You’ve had a raw deal, I know, but don’t squeal;

exquisite music, as the never-to-be-forgotten frag-

buck up, do your darndest and fight! It’s the
plugging away that will win you the day, so don’t
be a piker, old pard; just draw on your grit; it’s
easy to quit—it’s the keeping your chin up that’s
hard. It’s easy to cry that you’re beaten, and die;
it’s easy to crawfish and crawl; but to fight and to
fight when hope’s out of sight, why, that’s the best
game of them all. And though you come out of
each gruelling bout all broken and beaten and
scarred, just have one more try; it’s dead easy to

rance of the rarest of flowers, as a sunset whose col-

die ;—it’s the keeping on living that’s hard.

ors are undying. Although deprived of her living
presence, we can see Mother before us to-day even
as she was at the time of parting. In our mind we
picture her smiling serenely at our success, consol-

ing us in our trouble. When we part from the way
of righteousness her look of reproach is ever before
us. Mother’s influence is one that never dies, and
from above she watches over us as she was accustomed to do when we still basked in the sunshine

of her earthly presence.
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TOLERANCE CODE
The Louisville Spokesman terms the ‘Tolerance

Code” composed by P. H. Callahan, national Catholic leader and prominent Louisville civic leader, “one

of the finest pieces of writing on religious tolerance
that it has been our privilege to read in a long

while.” ‘The code referred to is as follows:
Tolerance means, in the first place, that I go on
the assumption that you are sincere in your belief
that your religion is the right one; it means that
we will accord to each other the right to believe
whatever we wish as long as our beliefs will not interfere with the commonly recognized decencies and
generally accepted proprieties; it means that we,
who are of different faiths, are more anxious to un-

derstand one another, than to confute one another;
we are more desirous of appreciating one another’s
views and difficulties than we are of criticising or

condemning one another; it means that when we
judge one another we shall judge with the greatest
consideration and charity; it means that under
given circumstances we will agree to disagree in the
matter of religious beliefs, but that we are resolved

not to make life miserable for one another.—7he
Tower.
A DEFENSE OF FOREIGN MISSIONS
The glib saying that we have pagans enough at
home may sound plausible and convincing to some,
but they forget that these pagans are not deprived
of access to the sources of becoming better informed
if only they choose to take advantage of them.

Whereas they are countless millions who are in ignorance through no fault of theirs, but merely be-

cause they happened to be born in pagan lands and
grew up amid pagan superstition. Only when adequate means have been provided for all of these
can the apostolate of the Church confine herself to

the preservation of her gains. No true follower of
Christ may sit by inactive. “He who is not with
Me is against He; he who gathereth not with Me
scattereth.” Our cooperation dare not be merely negative. Nor is the obligation less real because the
decalogue fails to make explicit mention of it.
No Catholic can escape a limited responsibility in
helping the Church to fulfill her mission any more
than some are at liberty to reject a Divine call to
be exclusively engaged in His service. Choosing
to ignore the duty of this apostolate and keeping the

growing generation in ignorance concerning it, can
surely serve no good purpose. God has a right to
our services and it remains a mystery of divine condescension and trust that on our loyalty depend the
eternal salvation of innumerable souls.—The Lamp.
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THE ST. PAUL GUILD
Since the time of Cardinal Newman over two
thousand ministers have entered the Catholic
Church. The vast majority of them are unfitted to
earn their way in the world. ‘They are fitted for
one vocation in life, and they are unprepared, after
forsaking that vocation, to obtain a position to provide for themselves and their families. The sacrifices they make; the struggles entailed are heart-

rending in most instances. It is no easy or simple
matter to embrace Catholicity after one has spent
the best years of one’s life in another faith. Friends
are forsaken; ties of kinship are broken; a new
strangeness seizes one’s soul. It is not a case of
“what price glory,” but of “what price Truth.”
There is no greater justice to Christ’s new friends,
no finer evidence of love than to aid the St. Paul’s

Guild in its blessed labors for these converts, particularly converted ministers and their friends. A
letter with a small donation to Miss Louise Bossong, executive secretary, 108 East 56th St., New

York City, will be welcomed and appreciated. The
Guild has the approbation of Cardinal Hayes.
MAY DEVOTIONS
May is the month of Mary. It is a month of inspiration and devotion. It recalls the fact that Mary
was the fountain head of God’s humanity in the
springtime of man’s redemption. The bleak winter of the world’s separation from heaven began to
pass as the Virgin of Nazareth accepted the dignity
of becoming the Mother of God.
It is said that nothing so pleases heaven as the

honor given to Mary by her adopted children, particularly during the month of May. In May hopes
run high; life quickens; the mind is more eager for
new pursuits; the heart throbs with happiness as
buds burst and nature puts on her mantle of green.

It is a time of fresh resolves, a period when body
and soul grow young again.
In this beautiful month, millions of devout and

loving souls will honor the Mother of God in a
nearby church. Millions will praise her as heaven’s
Queen, the Mother of angels and men.
Millions
will pray to her, knowing her intercessory powers
at the Throne of Divine Mercy. Millions will honor
her as Her blessed Son honored her when he sent
an Archangel to request her to become the Mother
of God.
The depths of Divine Faith are measured by individual devotion to Mary. No soul will be lost that

loves her, prays to her, and honors her daily. A
stainless Queen at the throne of grace will not permit human weakness to encompass it and smother

the fire of human love.—Catholic Union and Times.

“Winter Watchall’’ Peeps at the Class of '34 in 1944
@ By Lou Tschudi
Miss: (pardon, | mean Flash!) Jim Brown,
syndicate sports columnist and regular
staff member of the N. Y. Daily Scream, uncovered the fact that the nation’s latest dance sensation, the “Bolerover,” is really the brain child of
one Robert Cassius Payne, coach of the N. Y. U.

already engaged Stanley
(stick-em)
Spinola,
world-famous ‘Toreador, and have contracted with
Irvin Gleim, noted speaker and lecturer to supply

the “Bull.”
Tommy Hannigan, star halfback in the National
Professional League for the past decade, has de-

football team, who devised the fool thing in attempting to teach his halfbacks to elude tacklers * * * That should qualify the veteran Hal
Leroy for a coaching job.

cided to hang up his suit * * * Tom bought himself a brewery with his pigskin profits * * * He’s
evidently breaking training seriously * * * Oliver

One of the East’s most eligible bachelors, who
has evaded the marital knot for not a few Win-

says: “The present trend in America is back to
the farm” * * * Four of Mr. Kuhl’s family of ten
are honor members of the 4-H Club * * * General

ters, was cornered unwillingly by a Somers * * *
Yes, Freddie Howe, Philly Play-boy, and Evelyn
(Follies) Somers merged last Tuesday a. m. * * *
Joe McFadden, who made a million printing 7rue
Stories of things that never happened, bought a
controlling interest in the Philadelphia Athletics
to-day, and immediately announced that the holdout hurler, Dan Gill, had signed on the dotted line
for the ’44 season.
The biggest Wollyhood box office attraction for
the present year was “Wit and Witout,” starring
Bob Rader, the funny man, who incidentally is a

Kuhl, prominent ‘champion of the farmers’ tause,

Reuben Saeks, commander-in-chief, of the “Grand

Avenue Section of the Dayton View Division of
the City of Dayton Troop of the Boy Scouts of
America,” attributes his undying love for youth
back to a pair of spirited youngsters with whom
he became acquainted during an exhibition drill
between halves of a football game during his college days.
Hash! (darn it, I mean Flash!) * * * Schmitz,
prominent Fall Street broker, was arrested in con-

nection with the bombing of the palatial Funeral

bona fide M. D. * * * but he used to convulse his

Home of Charles Westbrock, a former college

patients, so he decided to cash in on his talents.
Lou Tchudi, Athletic Director at Paducah Col-

chum, located on Park Ave. * * * The inside dope
points to a threat on Westbrock’s part to expose
the loves of Schmitz, while he was employed at
the Inland Mfg. Co., in Dayton * * * Incidentally,

lege in the wilds of Kaintuck, and Ella (Miss At-

lantic City) Reams will be three in September * * *
Lou used to yell quite a bit for various dance
bands, but now he’ll have to change his “hi-de-hi”
for a “di-de-di” * * * Tony (Poker Face) Follick
and Jack (the Ripper) Foose, the powers that be
in the underworld, are the “angels” backing the
“Scandals of 44” * * * Tom (Strongheart) Wenthe,
who advertises himself as the world’s strongest
human, and Clayton Held, one of the country’s
leading musicians, conduct schools in adjoining

the bomb got poor Charlie as well as his parlors

* * * Oh, well, it’s just a case of Schmitz getting
Westbrock before vice versa.
John Fong, who owns a mammoth chain of laundries and chop suey parlors in this country, re-

ceived an “It’s a Boy” radiogram from his wife at
their home, No. 80 Mi Ma St., Canton, China * * *

Joseph (Darrow) Freemas, the country’s outstanding criminal lawyer, is responsible for the remark
that crime pays (him) * * * Howard Houser, en-

suites in the Mammoth Building * * * They should
go in for joint advertising like this: “They laughed
when I sat down at the piano, but when I threw
it out the window—” * * *Ted (Shylock) Arm-

gineering genius, has just perfected a new system
of trafic lights for the ait Janes * * * “Hope it
works, for a person can’t go to sleep anymore for

strong, one of Broadway’s best known song-anddance men, used to run a pawn shop, and at a

fear that someone may “drop” in at any moment.
John Kelly, recently elected mayor of Cleveland,

profit, you may be sure * * *Ray Connors and
Charles Gaking, prominent consulting engineers in

is one o fthe biggest men to hold that office in the
country to-day * * * He sinks the scales down to

the midwest, are dabbling in a field new to them

the 280 mark * * * Kelly was a tackle in his col-

* * * They have taken the long defunct Municipal
Stadium off the hands of the City of Cleveland,
and are figuring on staging Bull Fight within its
aging and mortgaged confines * * * They have

lege days, and weighed 190 in the pink * * * And
so without further ado, | remain your campus correspondent,

WINTER WATCHALL.
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The Enigma
© By Bob Wharton
Jim and Pete are called to the bedside
of Crazy Ike. He tells them more of
his long life, turns over his diary to

The two boys hastened from their room in Alum-

them, and then shuffles off this mortal

ni Hall over to the infirmary, and were told to come

coil. His unusual departure is stranger
than fiction.

in quietly.
Pete and Jim tiptoed over to the bed and looked
anxiously down at the face that seemed so flushed
against the white pillow. The eyes slowly opened
and gazed uncomprehendingly up at Pete.
“T’m glad to see that you’re feeling better, Crazy
Ike,” softly said Pete. “You must hurry and get
up soon, You are missing some wonderful spring
days out among your flowers and shrubs.”
“T don’t believe that I will ever see another spring
day, Pete,” murmured Crazy Ike. “But won’t you
open the window, please, Jim? I would enjoy a
little fresh air.”

66

[= see your three cents and raise you.
see!

Let’s

Raise you my pink and green polka-dot

tie—kinda ragged, but you wore it ragged,” lazily muttered Pete Hurst, gazing down at his cards with an
indolent eye.

“Your polka-dot duly accepted,” drawled Jim
Masters, cocking his head to the side and studying
a hand of soiled cards, “and I'll raise yuh—let’s see!

—Il’ll raise you my black sock, the one with the hole
in the heel,—and also an empty bottle, reminiscent-

ly odoriferous.”
“Phooey on your bets!” snorted Pete, slouching
down in his chair and throwing one leg over the
chair arm.
“TI suppose you think that an old bedraggled tie

is a munificent bet, my dear—”
Jim broke off his personal remarks and looked up
sharply as there came a soft knock at the door.
Some one called, “Crazy Ike is asking for -you,
boys.”
Pete and Jim quickly jumped to their feet and
hastened to the door, cards completely forgotten.
They had been expecting this call for some time.
Their friends, Crazy Ike, campus caretaker of their
university, was dangerously ill.
‘he two boys, sophomores at the University of
Dickens, were very fond of Crazy Ike, who seemed
to come out of his habitual shell of taciturnity only
when he was with them.
He had told them several strange stories about
his life. He told how he had been hypnotized by a

super-intelligent lama in Mongolia, and had lived a
lifetime of strange adventures while hypnotized for

only a moment. He told the boys that ever since he
had been hypnotized, life seemed like a dream to
him, and he said that he was not sure that he was
not still living in a hypnotic trance. He had told
the boys that he was not even sure that they themselves were real, or only figments of his hypnotic
trance.
Page six

Jim softly walked over, raised the window, and
then came back to the bedside.

“I haven’t long to live,” murmured Crazy Ike
gently, “and I wanted to tell you something before
I die.

I have appreciated your friendship so very

much. It has meant much to me in my lonely life.”
Crazy Ike’s eyes closed wearily and his breathing
became somewhat labored.
“Those stories I told you,” breathed Crazy Ike—

managing to say the words only with great effort—
“T don’t know whether they were my actual experiences, or whether they were only put in my mind
by the lama.
“Tl have often wondered if I really did die out
there in the desert (See “The Hypnotist,’ January
Exponent), and whether I am existing now only at
the will of the lama,—or am I only a thought of the
lama?”
Spent with the effort of speaking, Crazy Ike sank
back upon the pillows, and after one apprehensive
glance, Jim and Pete hurried out and softly closed
the door.

“Jim,” said Pete urgently, “do you suppose Crazy
Ike is really insane? Do you remember,—he told us
that he had been in the asylum for years? Or do
you think that he is fooling us with those stories?
Or could he actually have been hypnotized and experienced those strange things?”
“T don’t know, Pete,” thoughtfully answered Jim.
“Do you think that he could have died,—and that
he is only a thought of the lama’s?”

“Jim, if I had not heard Crazy Ike, I would say
that you were the insane man. But it does seem
plausible,—the way he talks to us?”

“Pete, let’s look up the school records about
Crazy Ike! Perhaps there is something about him
there.”
For the next hour Pete and Jim pored over the
school records. Finally Pete called out in disgust.

“but now I am very much afraid!”
“TI believe that the lama is dying now, and that I

am consequently dying because I have been living
only at the will of the lama!
“And if I am only a thought of the lama, and my
body did die out in the desert over a hundred years
ago, then will I just disappear—like the flame of a
candle snuffed out?

“I’ve gone clear back to 1832, and it just isn’t

“Oh, I am so afraid!” whispered Crazy Ike, star-

here. Crazy Ike never went—Great Jumping Jupiter! Jim! here is his name,—in 1831!”
“What does it mean?’ whispered Jim, with
cheeks slowly getting whiter and whiter.
‘‘That’s
over a hundred years ago!”
“Let’s go up now and see him!” cried Pete, dis-

ing up with his eyes wide open. “I am telling you
this so that if I do disappear, you two lads will testify

regarding a chill that ran over him, and determined-

ly setting his jaw. “I want to get to the bottom of
this.”
Walking softly into Crazy Ike’s room, all the
doubts of the boys vanished in sympathy as they
saw their friend gasping for breath. He turned his
pain-filled eyes toward the boys, and the smile that
he tried to make made the boys feel very ashamed.
“Crazy Ike,” blurted out Pete, “we were just down

to see when you graduated. According to the records you graduated one hundred and three years
ago!”
“Yes, it’s time I told you everything,” gasped out
Crazy Ike in evident pain. “I did graduate one hundred and three years ago! I am 127 years old! I
should have died a hundred years ago!
“Listen carefully! I have only a short time to
live. I honestly believe that I did die out in the
desert, and that I have been living at the will of

the lama that hypnotized me.”
Crazy Ike closed his eyes, and then spoke again
in a much weaker voice.
“The lama made me promise to fulfill a certain
quest. I did not fulfill that request! The lama declared that I would be reincarnated in the body of a
dog if I did not fulfill it!”
“T thought he was joking,” trembled Crazy Ike,

that I did die.

“In the suitcase by the wall there is a thick diary.
Read it and perhaps you can help me fulfill the
work I was to have done for the lama. Oh, may

he have forgotten his horrible prophecy!
“Go get the diary!” cried Crazy Ike, pointing a
palsied hand toward the suitcase.
The boys obediently turned and walked over to

the suitcase. They obtained the book and returned
to the bedside. Pete dropped the diary with a
choked cry and seized Jim’s arm ina terrified grasp.
Jim felt his heart turn over in his breast, and the
hair on his head stuck up like bristles. The covers
on the bed, that had been moulded over the body of
Crazy Ike, were slowly sinking down in an empty
bed! !!
But it was not empty!
was a tiny black puppy!

There, near the pillow,

Is Crazy Ike playing pranks on the boys?

Did Crazy Ike crawl out of the open window?
Is Crazy Ike hypnotized or is he just insane?

Is the tiny puppy a reincarnation of Crazy Ike?
Will the diary of Crazy Ike unravel the mystery?
Read THE EXPONENT next October and
find out!

Page seven

The Prodigal
® By Jim Brown
Listen to the story that Jed, the constable, tells the “natives” and two trav-

elng salesmen. It concerns a prank
that kids played on the Deacon. It
brought grief —and death into the

lives of more than one.

parable halo of peace, found only in such a rural
setting as this in the late spring.
Old Jed’s voice rambled on.
“The Willoughbys only had one kid, a boy he
was, and a right nice one, too, but the poor kid got

hisself into a peck o’ trouble.”
HE flickering coal oil lamp in the “back
room” of Tom Kemp’s combination general
store, barber shop, and Palace Emporium hotel,
made grotesque and unsteady designs on the
cracked ceiling. Spring Hill was nearly asleep.
But in ‘tom Kemp’s back room, there were five
figures who defied the rigid “nine o’clock” rule.
Constable Jed Harris was there, and two farmers of
the community; also two salesmen—guests of the
“hotel,” one from Chicago and one from Boston.
Old Jed reflected on the tiny amber flame in the
lamp, the while he wallowed a sizeable chew of tobacco in his withered cheeks. ‘The farmers, trained
in Jed’s ways, were silent, arms folded, waiting for

Jed, suddenly sensing a keen interest on the

part of his listeners, warmed to his story.
“The old folks thought the world and all of

young Sherwood
come from

‘That was the boy’s name,

his maw’s folks,

‘though

It

the boys

‘round here just called him “Woody.” Why, old
man Willoughby used to bet that his kid’d be President some day.

“Well, Woody, being an only child, like that,
didn’t find much to interest him at home, and he

used to make off for Jimson of a Saturday and
take up with the kids over there. His folks
didn’t see any wrong in it, and mebbe they wasn’t,

tonian questioningly lifted one sleepy eye.
“| remember,” Jed began, “about twenty-odd
years ago, they was a family lived up on Turkey

but any how it didn’t turn out right.
“Them kids over at Jimson was a wild lot, and
they banded together like sheep, and once they
got a grudge on somebody, well, it was just tough
for that ‘somebody.’
“One Saturday night they got together, and
Woody was with ’em, and they decided they’d
pay back Deacon Flint for some of the mean tricks
he’d done ’em. The Deacon was a ornery cuss and
didn’t have no friends, and he hated boys like

him to speak. ‘The salesmen were sleepily inattentive, alternately bored and enchanted by this unusual place, so picturesquely typical of all that was
new to them.

“Aa-humpf!” Jed cleared his throat authoritatively.

Instantly the farmers snapped erect.

The Bos-

Road, near the old Fairchild place, and say—if they

pizen.

didn’t have just about the toughest luck!”
“You mean the Willoughbys, Jed?” asked one of

apples, he set his dog on’ em!

the farmers.

He didn’t

“The kids figgered on scarin’ the Deacon out of
his wits, so they decided on playin’ ghost. ‘The

relish interruptions, except when they were asked
for. He straightened his spare length, and spit emphatically in the general direction of a sawdust-

Deacon drove into town every Saturday night at
the same time, so the kids knew when to expect
him, and they hid in the bushes beside the road.

filled box at the foot of the massive baseburner. He
didn’t deign a glance at the offender.
Jed’s voice served as a gentle lullaby to the visitors from the city. ‘They heard his voice as part of
this delightful rural symphony of typical sounds.
Through the open door came the steady drone of
the night, the baying of a hound, the chirping of

ach one of ’em had a sheet over his head.
“Before long, they heard the Deacon comin’.

:

“Yep,” answered Jed, disconcertedly.

the crickets, and occasionally the strident ’’garump-

garump” of a bull frog.
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Over all hung the incom-

Why, one time, when the kids was hookin’

Yes, sir! and one

of ’em got bit, too!

They didn’t have no trouble hearin’ him, fer the
Deacon was too dang stingy to get his buggy
wheels greased. When «.he Deacon’s mare got

alongside where the kids was, they all jumped
out!”
“What happened then?” asked one of the farmers, breathlessly.

“T don’t know if the Deacon was scared or not,”
answered Jed, “but leastwise, his hoss was, fer
the fool critter tuk out across the road, the ditch,

The Chicago man was plainly moved.
“Did he ever forgive his boy, or wish he’d come
back?” he asked.

and into a pasture field. He was runnin’ away!
with the Deacon standin’ up and sawing on the
reins and yellin’ like mad fer it to stop!
“The crazy mare run plumb into a tree, throw-

“Well, he wasn’t much for talkin’,”’ ’ answered
Jed, “but I do remember him sayin’ to me one day,

in’ the Deacon out on his head.

They run to

“I guess he forgave him then, don’t you imagine?”

where the Deacon was layin’, and it only took one
look fer them to see that he was dead! His neck

swung ponderously out of his tilted straight back

“Them kids was sure scared, then.

was busted!
“They didn’t know what to do, then, and kidlike, they decided to keep mum. But young Woody
Willoughby, he figgered he’d done some awful
crime, and unbeknownst to the others, he hooked

a freight out of town and nobody around here ain’t
seen him to this day.”
“What did Mr. and Mrs. Willoughby think of
his running away like that?” asked the visitor from
Chicago. ‘This man had hung attentively on the
narrator’s every word. ‘The other man appeared
to be asleep.

“They took it to heart somethin’. awful,” replied Jed. “Woody’s maw only lived a few years
after that. The Doc said it was a plain case of
broken heart.

The old man was never the same af-

ter that, either.

After his wife died, he couldn't

stand it out on the farm no more, and he moved

into town, but anybody could see he was hit terrible. He always walked around kind o’ quiet like
and never talked to nobody.

He died about ten

years ago this fall.”

‘Jed, I don’t know what Sherwood’s doin’ now,
but I bet that boy’ll be President some day!”

“Yep, I guess he did,” concluded old Jed as he
chair, spat once more, and strode with dignity out
of the door and into the night.
The two farmers soon arose and walked out,
leaving only the traveling men around the base
burner. The man who had been so interested in
old Jed’s narrative gazed thoughtfully at the floor
a moment, and after noticing that the other was
still sitting with his eyes closed, arose and went
upstairs.

The man from Boston was the only one left. For
a long time he kept his position, before finally
rousing himself with a slow shake of the head.

He walked to the clerk’s desk of the Palace Emporium Hotel, and softly shook the shoulder of the
youth who was napping noisily in a chair by the
mail box.

“Say, sonny,” he asked, “is—is there any mail
this evening for Mr. Willoughby—Sherwood Willoughby ?”
As he moved away from the counter, the sleepy
clerk murmured to himself,
looked like he was cryin’.292.

“Gosh!

that

fella

“Drop It Down!”
@ By Stanley Spinola
Do the “diving boys” of Honolulu ever
fail to come up without the coms the
tourists toss into the waters of Hawaii? Stanley answers the question in
his interesting story of how the expert

natives play their racket and make
easy money.
66

[xo
it down!” the usual plea of Honolulu’s diving boys, is the visitor’s first
greeting—an appeal for him to dig down in his

“Aloha!!” to the visitor as he departs, they constitute Hawaii’s unofficial welcome committee.

Maybe it is not a business—only a form of professional begging, one not far removed in character
from the solicitation encountered in the zoo’s mon-

key house—still, the diving boy considers his trade
as a regular business and conducts it along similar
lines. ‘To him it is his bread and butter, or to employ the local terms, his fish and poi.

The boys are organized into two definite gangs
know as the Kakaakos and the Palamas. ‘These

jeans, or in her purse, for loose coins—and to drop

two gangs control the diving privileges on the wa-

them down so that the brown scamps in the water

terfront, and it is strictly understood that nonmembers had better swim elsewhere. “Muscling-in”

below can show their agility, and retrieve them be-

fore they disappear in the blue depths of the harbor. Genial mahogany versions of Hermes in an
aquatic role, carefree beggars who singa last

is speedily discouraged by the diving boys’ own

methods—usually fisticuffs and other minor forms
of violence are resorted to—and they serve to keep
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newcomers away. Unwritten rules limit strictly the
territory in which the two main gangs may work.
A query as to how the gangs are run elicits a disarming smile and a noncommittal shrug from the
diving boys. ‘heir secrets are closely guarded. It
is believed, however, that the gangs are guided by

a sort of czar called the “boss,” who probably obtains his position through some sort of an elective
process. He settles quarrels, directs, and regulates
the activities of the gang.

A record day for the divers brings them a sum
somewhere between $4.00 and $5.00. Their day must
not be mistaken for an eight-hour day however, as
the diver works only about an hour a day. Though
their era of prosperity has forever passed, due to
the vagaries of legislation, still they like to speak

of the times when, allowed to visit the ships lying
in quarantine, they would earn about $10.00 in the
course of a day’s diving.
Do the diving boys ever miss the coins that are
tossed to them? ‘That question has been asked them

many times.

heir invariable answer is a grin,

which seems to say, “Did you ever see us miss any?”
‘They always reappear with a coin whenever they go
after one, but should the chase be fruitless, there is
always a reserve coin at hand, and that can be

shown as proof of their prowess whenever evidence
is demanded by outsiders. They never miss! thinks
the malahini (newcomer), and the divers are care-

ful in seeing to it that he is not disillusioned. There
is a knack to every trade, and the diving boys know
how to give the tourists their money’s worth. They
seldom miss, and are always back with that “seehow-w onderful-we-are-toss-us-some-more” air
which seldom fails to pry coin and owner apart.
The boys know their business and their customers. Only a pressing need of money will induce
them to turn out for the inter-island boats, or for
those from the Orient.

Island travelers are hard-

ened to this form of sport, and if they ever loosen

up, it is only to the extent of a few dimes and quar-

ters. Visitors from the Orient are much too thrifty, from the viewpoint of the divers, and are prone
to pull tight on their purse strings. But notice the
turnout when a liner from the coast, or one on a
world cruise, calls at Honolulu. The boys are out
en masse—literally schools of them—even toa cripple on a surf-board who manages somehow to share
in the money.
The boys have only a short time in which to
work—seldom longer than an hour. They swim out
to meet the boat, when it is about a quarter of a

mile away from the docks, and escort her into her
berth, all the time amid an intermittent shower of

coins.

‘They know how to select potential sources

of incceme from among the passengers assembled
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at the rail. Their god is good old Babbit, one fresh
from Main Street, and if he happens to be slightly
soused, so much the better. Liquor and liberality
seem to go hand in hand and the boys collect accordingly.
They are clever fellows, and they seem almost
amphibious as they swim and dive about the ship.
They can dive from great heights, and like to talk
about their adventures out to sea, riding on the bows
or portholes of outgoing ships. They can remain
under water for long periods of time. The story is
told about one of the chaps who could “go down on
one side of a large liner and come up on the other
side.” his is quite a feat when one considers that
such liners usually draw between twenty-five and
thirty feet of water.
The gangs are typically Hawaiian in the fact that
the members are not all Hawaiians (natives), but

represent almost. every race domiciling in the
islands. Orientals predominate, especially the Chinese, followed by the half mixtures—Chinese- Hawaiian, and “hapa-haoles” or half-whites. In spite
of their racial differences the boys get along without much quarreling. Their trade has woven them
into one solid brotherhood, and the Hawaiian sun

has dyed them in the universal brown so that only
one familiar with them can tell the races apart.
Frequently the question arises as to whether or
not the diving boys are ever molested by sharks.
It is a generally known fact that sharks infest
Hawaiian waters, and on many occasions they have
been caught by fishermen in the harbors. Yet never,
to the writer’s knowledge, has an instance been recorded where diving boys have been attacked by
these so-called “man-eaters.”
Several explanations have been advanced to ac-

count for this, one holding that sharks never attack
human beings—but this is just another fish story.
Others believe that sharks never attack heavily tanned persons—or whose hue resemble the natives—
and cite instances to substantiate their claims. Still
others believe that the garbage from the ships satiates the sharks’ appetite, and they have no need
or desire to pursue the “long-pig” so temptingly
arrayed in the harbor.
For this the diving boys are grateful. They are
careful to leave all digestible food for the sharks,
taking only for themselves the indigestible cane. This
distribution of spoils seems to work admirably.
The diving boys continue their trade seemingly ignorant of its dangers, leaving the worrying to the
sympathetic souls watching them.
‘here are those who would class them as beggars—those diving boys—but be that as it may, they
constitute a distinct asset to Hawaii and give an
individual charm to Honolulu’s harbor.

The Impersonation
® By Bob Wharton
“The Man Without a Face’ risks his
life impersonating a German general

in the World War. Read how he got
into German territory and how he got
back to the American lines without be-

from a malleable rubber that they prepared them-

ing discovered. Bob tells a good story.

using their quick wits and clear minds, they soon

selves.

By disguising themselves with the masks and by

WO men were working in that little room,
two men who were to change the history of
the world.
The face of one of the men was covered with a
tight-fitting black mask. ‘Two holes in the mask
revealed light gray eyes, sharp and piercing.
The man with the mask carefully lifted a beaker
of a bubbling, viscous substance from a flame tower

and carefully poured the contents into a glass bowl.
He diligently stirred a white powder into the substance and then placed a cover over the bowl.

He

looked up sharply as he heard a commotion outside
the door.
He nodded to the other man, who went to the
heavily barred door and lifted the cover of a small
peep-hole. After a glance, he swung the door partly open to disclose a soldier with his arm raised in
salute.
“A messenger from headquarters is here, sir. Shall
I tell him to wait for an answer?”
“No,” answered the man at the door, accepting
the missive from the soldier, “we will leave in a few
moments, Corporal. Continue to guard the door

carefully.” He closed and cautiously barred the
door, and then unfolded the letter that the guard
had handed him.
“John,” he said quietly, after reading the message, “we are to report to headquarters.”
“All right. Give me a hand, will you, George?

I’ll be ready in a moment.”
George Durban and John Maxton, Americans, had

joined the Canadian army in 1915 after graduating
from college.

Wounded in the first fierce battle,

they met in a hospital where John Maxton was
known as “The Man Without a Face,” because there
had been no marks of identification on his body,

became the most efficient spies of history. ‘Their
breath-taking adventures and mad duels with death
are interesting to follow. Soon they became known
all over war-torn Europe as the most elusive and
the most dangerous of all spies. In certain vicinities, the mere mention of the nearness of “the Man
Without a Face” was enough to cause a double
posting of guards.

It was in the latter part of June, 1918, that the
two friends transferred to the American army—
among their countrymen.
It was shortly after their transfer that “The Man
Without a Face” and his companion spy formulated
the daring plan that was to change the destiny of
nations, and was to turn the German victory into
decisive retreat.
It was on the thirtieth of June that the two fam-

ous spies were busy at work in the closely guarded
room near the headquarters of the American army.

“The Man Without a Face” had just tested the
substance in the glass bowl, and apparently found
it to his satisfaction, for he walked over to a closet

and selected a resplendent German uniform from
the many types of uniforms that were carefully
hanging from the top of the closet.

Laying the German uniform on a long couch, he
went to a long box in the corner and carefully
pulled a large portrait from it.

He placed the por-

trait before a large mirror on a dressing table and
then sat down before it.
“All right, George, I’m ready,” murmured ‘The
Man Without a Face, never taking his eyes from the
portrait.
George Durban immediately picked up the bowl
of the substance that “The Man Without a Face”
had prepared a short time before, and walked over
to the dressing table. He placed the bow! on the
table, and then after dusting his hands with a flesh-

and his face had been mutilated beyond recogni-

colored powder, he picked up the entire contents of

tion.

the bowl and separated it in half. One half he put
back in the bowl and placed the cover tightly

Reunited, the two men utilized a college-days’ invention by making wonderfully lifelike masks

over it.
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“The Man Without a Face” had meanwhile taken
off the black mask and sat quietly before the table,
his horribly scarred visage staring back at him from
the mirror. He made a strange little strangled
sound, half laugh and half groan.

Durban felt a

pang of sympathy as he heard it, and tnen said

gruffly, “Lean your head back on the chair and stop
staring at yourself, stupid.”
“The Man Without a Face” leaned back and
raising his scarred face, stared at the ceiling.

Dur-

and after a moment they were told to enter, that

they were expected.
As they passed through the doorway, Durban

pulled the long overcoat from his friend’s shoulders
revealing the resplendent German uniform. Grinning, Durban urged his friend forward toward the
desk over which the busy American general was

bending.
“Just a mo—” began the general, glancing upward.

As he did so, he perceived what appeared to

ban had dextrously flattened the substance into a

be a German general, standing silently, regarding

flat oval-shaped form. He walked over, behind the
seated man, and placed the substance neatly over
his face. He then kneaded the soft malleable ma-

him with level eyes.

terial down over his friend’s face.

‘The material

showed a tendency to stick to his fingers, and he

immediately dusted a little of the flesh-colored
powder into his hands.
A few moments later, under the nimble fingers of

George Durban, the substance was definitely beginning to look like a heavily jowled face. ‘he nose
had been moulded carefully, and around the eyes
and forehead it seemed to resemble the portrait.
‘hen Durban touched the other’s shoulder.

“The Man Without a Face” was no longer without a face. Although slightly out of proportion, the
mask seemed decidedly natural.

“The Man Without a Face” was now putting the
finishing touches upon the mask, himself.
He
formed lines from the side of the nose to the side
of the mouth, accentuating the fullness of the
cheeks. He then placed a thick, bristling mustache
above the thick upper lip, and reaching into a little box on the table he drew forth false eyebrows
and placed them carefully. He then adjusted a gray

wig over his own curly hair. The results were startling. The face was exactly like that of the portrait!

“The Man Without a Face” stood up and quickly removed part of his clothing and took the German uniform that Durban was holding. He quickly
donned it, and then put on the long American army

overcoat that Durban held for him.
“How does it look, George?” asked “The Man
Without a Face,” smiling.
“Very good, John,” truthfully answered Durban. “The best that we have ever done. You are
becoming very proficient in wearing these faces.
The cheeks wrinkle and the lips move admirably.
But come, let us go get our last orders.”
The two men left the room, “The Man Without

a Face” carefully covering up the German uniform

under his long coat. They soon arrived at the headquarters of the American Staff.
George Durban was recognized by the guards,
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The general’s chair went over with a bang, and
he grasped the desk for support.
“Von Ludendorff! In the name of heaven! How
in great—”

“It is all right, sir,” choked Durban, trying vainly to repress his jubilation. “It is “The Man Without a Face,” not General Von Ludendorff.”

“Phew!” exhaled the general, “I ought to have.
you shot!”

“Thank you, General, for your praise of my disguise,” said “The Man Without a Face” in perfect
German.

“Your disguise is perfect!’ said the general fer-.
vently,” and you are to be congratulated, Lieutenant Maxton.”

“Thank George Durban, sir. It was he that made
the artistic details.”
“Sit down, gentlemen,” said the general wiping
his forehead. “As you know, the success of the entire coup we are planning will be effected by the
outcome of your plans. We are giving you absolutely free reign, and we are backing up as far as

possible.
“You know that for an entire month General Von
Ludendorff has been gathering munitions and men,
and that he is preparing for one last desperate drive.
“T have the report here,” said the general, shaking a sheaf of papers. “Von Ludendorff has gathered together seventy divisions and great masses
of munitions. We must be prepared for him, and
if you can execute the plan you have in mind—well,

the war will be practically over.”
“General,” said “The Man Without a Face” quietly, “I think that I will succeed. Durban and |
have never failed yet.”
“A plane will take you and Durban within the
German lines to the designated place,” observed the
general. “And a second plane will bring the two
men that you asked to assist you. At the time designated in your report, three planes will arrive at
the same designated place to bring you back. Now

may God speed you and be with you!”
So saying, the general rose and extendedhis hand

to “The Man Without a Face” and then to George

American headquarters reporting:

“The German army will be directed by “The Man

Durban.

‘The two men saluted and left the room, Durban

Without a Face,” in the person of Von Ludendorff,

aiding the other to put on the heavy overcoat. Once
outside, they clambered into an automobile and were

from Chateau-Thierry on June 15 along a sixty-mile

driven to a nearby airfield.

forests. ‘The line will make a semi-circle around
Rheims. “Ihe Man Without a Face’ suggests a
counter-offensive from Chateau-Thierry between
the Marne and the Aisne.
“*The Man Without a Face’ also reports that
Davis and Martin, the two men who accompanied
us in the planes, will attempt to bring Von Ludendorff over on July 18.”

Here they met Davis

and Martin, the two fellow-spies that were to accompany them. They, too, were wearing long overcoats, which covered German uniforms. Durban
himself retired into one of the hangars and quickly

donned a German uniform.
It was growing dusk when the four Americans
clambered into the two planes. For almost four

line-up on the Marne, and then east to the Argonne

hours the planes flew rapidly toward the head-

quarters of the German Supreme Command.
A short time after the planes had landed, the four
Americans were riding in a German staff car. To

*K

*

*

*

*

2K

*

*

*

all appearances they were General Von Ludendorff
and three officers.
It was very late that night that a guard cried out
a challenge, and was amazed when General Von

teau-Thierry along a twenty-five-mile front between

ON JULY 18, 1918, the counter-offensive, suggested by the master spy, was launched from Cha-

Ludendorff stalked in, haughty and gruff.

the Marne and the Aisne, and the Germans everywhere began their retreat—and the war-tide had
turned. From that time on there was no doubt as
to the eventual outcome.

“How strange!” thought the guard. “I never saw
General Von Ludendorff leave! Still, the “mystery

roaring over the lines, and circles around the air-

general” does strange things.

He always works

behind closed doors, and is said to be the brains

behind the whole army. I suppose he has the right
to be strange!”

The guard shrugged his shoulders and dismissed |
the matter from his mind.

Had he only known it,

he had just allowed his general to be knocked unconscious, and had unknowingly allowed a train of
events to begin that were to ultimately result in
the fall of his beloved fatherland.

Behind the closed doors of the inner sanctum, a
new General Von Ludendorff had taken control, and

immediately the new general, “The Man Without a
Face,” the greatest spy of history, was at work
carrying out his prearranged plan.

*
*
*
*
x
x
x
*
A WEEK later George Durban was back at the

After dusk the same day, a lone airplane came
field where George Durban was anxiously waiting.
He glanced up at the plane and as he recognized
it, he ran out to meet it. As it rolled to a stop, a

man in a German uniform leaped out, and Durban recognized Davis, one of the men who was to
bring in the captured Von Ludendorff.
“We made it, Durban!

We have Von Luden-

dorff! Oh man! The biggest coup we ever pulled!’
George Durban clapped Davis on the back, and
then helped Martin to lift the bound body of the
captured general from the cockpit.

He took one

glance at the unconscious form, and then let out

a string of oaths that seemed to singe the very air.

“Oh, you blasted fools! You morons! That’s not
Von Ludendorff! That’s ‘The Man Without a
Face!’ the man who impersonated Von Ludendorff!”

As every sensible man is exhorted to make his
will, he should also be bound to leave to his de-

scendants some account of his experience of life.
The dullest would in spite of themselves say something profoundly interesting, if only by explaining
how they came to be dull—a circumstance which is
sometimes in great need of explanation—Sir Leslie
Stephen.
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Memoirs of an M.D. in 1975
e By Charles Strader
A grandson asks lis grandfather, who
had practiced medicine for two score
years, how he came to become a doctor. The grandfather answers the question by telling a tale that is as interesting and instructive as we have read

for some time.

some forty odd years ago, towards the pre-medical

department of a small college in Ohio.
“There were about twenty-four of us who began
that year, during which we studied forms from the
protozoa to the frog, and from the lowest monocotyledon to the highest dicotyledon. We also carried a few arts courses, and were initiated into col-

I: is early spring, and the beaming sun fills the
little park with glowing warmth. On a bench,
just off the gravel path, calmly sit two figures

lege chemistry. ‘The work that year was more timeexacting than difficult. It was intended more for
forming certain habits of study than for its therapeutical value.

watching the stream of gay workers as they stroll

“In the fall of 1933, with a slightly diminished

about among the trees during their noon hour.

class, we entered our second year. ‘That year our
increased interest was greatly enhanced by quite a

Many of them know the elder of the two, and give
him a hearty greeting as they pass by. He answers
with a smile that is genuine, and a twinkle in his
eyes makes one know his life has been full and
wholesome.

“Gran’dad,” spoke up a young man at his side,
“it must be wonderful to have so many friends, so

many people whom you have served and who trust
you so implicitly. You have given your life to them,
gran’dad, and somehow they seem to know it, to
feel it. Do you ever wish you could begin your life
all over again? ‘Tell me, how did you ever decide
to be a doctor?”
The old gentleman smilingly replies, “Son, the
picture is not quite so beautiful as you would paint
it. There are mistakes which can never be corrected; there are disappointments, heartaches, fail-

ures which have exacted their toll of happiness, but
there is the other side, and that, son, is what keeps
us going. It is the dream with which we all begin,
the desire to find happiness in making others happy.

“What greater exhilaration can a man feel than
that which is his as he looks into the beaming eyes
of a mother, receiving into her arms for the first

time the child that she has carried for nine long
months, and for which she has sacrificed, planned,

and prayed?
tion.

‘That, son, answers your last ques-

It is the desire for this happiness that urges

us on through pre-medic work, the study of medicine, the internship, and the first hard years of practice, and stays with us as long as we live, always

growing within us. It directs the footsteps of the
specialist and general practitioner in the same path.

It was this desire which directed my footsteps,
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sizable taste of that for which we starved. It was
human anatomy, human physiology, and the chemistry of the life processes of the human body. Here
the old maxim which states that ‘increased knowledge means increased happiness, but equally increased grief,’ was to prove its worth, and to prove
it well.

In fact, organic chemistry more than did

its part to assist in the proof. In that course increased knowledge meant increased realization of
how little we knew, and the numerical returns of

tests more than confirmed that point.

Black were

the hours of discouragement.

“In comparative anatomy the intense interest of
the subject demanded intense study, and study we

did, more than we had dreamed possible while

in high school. There were hours of darkness in
that course, too, but we somehow kept plugging,
and the spring of ’34 found all those of our class,
who had applied for admission to medical schools,
accepted.

The remaining members of the class, a

little more than half, planned for a third year during which to try to prepare better for that which
was to come.

“The fall semester of this third year had been a
tough grind, and there was one great realization
which the next semester brought us. Something
had crept into our blood during most of the ten
long months in which we had tasted both of the
bitter and the sweet, and that something was the
realization that we could not quit. We had sweat
blood for what we had earned, and there was no
turning back: No second choice for us now. It
was do or die!—and do we did.

“Well, lad, after an intervening year of physical
chemistry, embryology, advanced dissection, and a
couple of cultural courses, we joined our former
classmates in medical school. Here the duties of the
students were summed up in one word—work, work
from morning until night, and often into the next
morning. For two years, work was relentlessly
piled upon us; but when human endurance seemed
at its lowest, that something, which we had first felt
back when we were pre-meds, burned its brightest

and made us stick.
“The third and fourth years of medicine were not
quite so difficult, for the fellows spent much of their
time in the various clinics.
“I well remember one night during my sophomore
year.

I was studying for a final in bacteriology

when one of the fellows, who had left pre-med a
year before me, came into my room and sat down
on the edge of the bed. Wearied from hours of
study I turned to him and said, ‘What’s the use,

Dan? I can’t get this stuff. I'll never be able to
pass that exam to-morrow. I used to think that
we had too much material for one test back in or-

“*You will though, fellow,’ he went on, ‘when

your first O. B, comes.’ He paused, then continued:
‘I brought a life into the world to-day and—’”’
“And so, four years went by, another in a hos-

pital, and finally we went out into the world to
build practices for ourselves; and during all this

time, lad, that study has never stopped.

There is

so much for a graduate doctor to learn; just to keep
up he must be constantly awake to new discoveries. He must read, and read, and read. A man who
is not open to new methods is a menace to society.

A patient’s life to-day may depend upona discovery
in this morning’s medical journal. A doctor is morally bound to keep up.”
The young lad had been sitting motionless, eagerly absorbing every word his grandfather had
spoken. “Gee, gran’dad,” he said, “I didn’t know
there was so much to think about.” Then, almost
in the same breath, “look at that fellow on crutches
over there.’ He moves so slowly and painfully.
What s wrong with him, gran’dad?”’
“He had infantile paralysis, lad, when just a boy.

It left both his legs partially paralyzed.”

ganic, but this covers a book. It—’”
““T know fellow,’ he cut in, ‘but listen!

I went

through that. If only you could feel as I feel tonight.’
“What do you mean?” I asked. “I don’t understand.”

“But cousin Gene had that, too—just last year,”

the boy boldly asserted, “and he is as good as new!”
“Yes, lad, but you must remember that poor fellow had it more than forty years ago—back in ’34.”

The Bird Woman
@ By Elwood Follick
Sacagawea, the Indian squaw, known
to the Red Men as “The Bird Woman,” served as guide in the Lewis
and Clark Expedition at the beginning
of the nineteenth centuyrry. The story

ts rich in its historical background of
the pioneer days.

bronzed, windburnt faces occasionally glancing toward the sky as if to discern when the spectacle
was going to begin.
Less than ten days ago their leaders had called
a halt at the junction of the two rivers and proceeded to make plans for a permanent winter base.

VV

INTER was near at hand.

The clouds

overhead were low and menacing. The
wind had a sharp, fierce nip which gave promise of
a heavy snow. Already there had been a few short
flurries as if Nature was sending a warning for all
things to beware of the storm and cold which were
fast approaching.
The men in the camp were aware of the warning.
Hour after hour they had toiled in the forest, their

There were forty-three men in the outfit. From
sunrise to sunset they had worked clearing the forest, then building shelter for themselves, supply
houses for their food and equipment, and lastly a
palisade around the entire camp.

The underbrush

was cleared and burned. Firewood was stacked in
great piles beside the living quarters. Small parties
were sent on hunting expeditions to secure meat,
and returned burdened with all manner of wild
game and fowl. Without excitement or confusion,

Page fifteen

in their slow, deliberate way these soldiers, back-

country becomes mountainous.

woodsmen, and trappers had completed their task.
The winter camp of the Lewis and Clark Expedition, at the junction of the Missouri and Big Horn
rivers, in the Louisiana Territory was completed.
The winter of 1804 was at hand.
_ Captain Meriwether Lewis, co-leader of the ex-

fore, to instruct all the men to be on the lookout,

pedition, sat in his newly built cabin. Before him
on a log bench, scattered about in confusion, were

numerous charts and papers. Occasionally he would
stop in his figuring to make notations on a rough
map tacked to the wall of his cabin.
He was tall—well built—and his movements, pre-

cise and exact, stamped him at once as a military
man.

He was not old; rather he lookedatrifle

young to be the leader of an expedition authorized
by the Congress of the United States. It was only
when one observed his face that the impression of
youthfulness was forgotten. Here was a man to be
trusted: the firm jaw, the steady gaze inspired confidence, and explained why men looked to him as

their leader.

There was a knock at the cabin door. Lewis,
without raising his eyes from the paper, said in a
low voice, “come in! Four men entered the room.
The first was Lieutenant Clark, co-leader with Captain Lewis; the other three men, Ordway, Pryor,

and Floyd, were sergeants in the camp, having been
chosen to help the command with their work. At
sight of the group the Commander laid down his
maps. “Good afternoon, gentlemen! Please come
in!”
“Thank you, Captain,” said Clark, “Our work
was just about completed, so I gathered the men

for the meeting as you proposed this morning.”
The group set themselves around the table. Lewis
rose, placed his hand on the map, and began to
speak,

“Gentlemen, approximately six months ago we
left our starting point, St. Louis, Missouri. We have
traveled sixteen hundred miles up the Missouri
river.

Our camp, as you readily see on the map, is

located at this point, the junction of the Missouri
and Big Horn rivers. We are now among the Mandan Indians who at the present time are friendly.
Ahead of us lies an unknown trail where we will
not be treated so cordially.
“T have called this meeting for just one purpose.
We must find a guide, some one who knows the territory ahead, and if possible someone who can make
friends with any hostile tribes we will encounter.
“We could venture forth alone in the spring, but
it would be difficult and dangerous. No white man
has ever seen the country ahead of us. There is the
peril of losing the trail, danger of attacks from the

Indians, and we will not know the passes when the
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I want you, there-

during the winter months, for an Indian or trapper
who may serve our purpose.

I am sure you all real-

ize that with a good guide our chances of success
are greatly increased. That is all, gentlemen. Thank
you.
”

THREE weeks passed. The storm, which had
been brewing, finally broke in all its fury. For three
days snow had fallen, covering the camp in a blan-

ket of white.

It had stopped now, and the wind

had ceased, but in its place was a numb, freezing
cold.

Captain Lewis pushed his legs closer to the open
fireplace. He was depressed. For three weeks his
men had searched for a guide with no success. No

Indian would make the journey, and no white man
could be found who knew the territory. It looked as
if the expedition was doomed to failure.
_ He raised his head slowly as Lieutenant Clark
entered the cabin. “Great news, Captain. Our men
have finally located a guide.”
Lewis’ shoulders straightened, his face broke into

a smile. “Great news is right, Lieutenant. Who is
the man? Where is he now?”
“It’s not a man, captain; it’s a woman, an Indian
squaw who lives with a French Canadian trapper.

The Indians here call her “The Bird Woman.’ We've
arranged for them to come to the camp and see you

as soon as the weather permits.”
A WEEK passed—seven long days of inactivity.
Once again the men were assembled in the cabin
of Captain Lewis. Sitting beside the leader was
Chaboneau, the French-Canadian, a large, powerful
man with a short, black beard and dark snapping
‘eyes.

At his side was his Indian wife, young and

slender, but now shy and silent in the presence of
the men. She looked at her husband and murmured to him in her native Indian tongue. As she
stopped, the trapper turned to Lewis and spoke in

English with a decidedly French accent.
“My wife, Sacagawea, whom you know as “The
Bird Woman,’ tells me that she knows well the

country to which you want to go. She says she was
born there, and that the land belongs to her tribe,
the Shoshonee.”
Lewis slowly drew on his pipe.
“If she is a Shoshonee, how does it happen that
she is here among the Mandans?”
The trapper’s white teeth flashed. “I guess |
can answer that ong, Captain.

She was captured by

another tribe when still a young girl, and brought
here. On one of my trips through the territory I

met the chief of the tribe and bought Sacagawea
from them.”

“Ask her if she would be able to make friends
with the other tribes who live beyond here.”
Again the trapper spoke to his wife, and as he

finished she slowly nodded her head in assent.
“Would she be willing to act as our guide and

take us to the land of her birth?”
Chaboneau and his squaw talked for several moments. “She says that she would be glad to help
the white man if I go along.” ©
Captain Lewis looked steadily into the eyes of
the Frenchman, knowing full well that the success
or failure of the expedition hinged on the decision
of the man beside him.

Again the streak of white flashed behind the

black beard.
“Sacagawea and I travel together, Captain. Besides I’m beginning to have a feeling that I’ll want
to see some new territory next spring.”

Lewis arose smilingly, went to a trunk in the corner of the cabin, and brought forth a quart of whiskey. The bottle and several wooden mugs. he
placed on the bench. Each man poured himself a
drink.
Captain Lewis spoke.

“Gentlemen, you have just

heard “The Bird Woman’ consent to act as our
guide. Now I am sure our expedition will succeed,
and in honor of the occasion | propose a toast, the

words of our President, Thomas Jefferson: “Let us
search out our new country, and even that which

lies beyond!”

“Will you go?”

The Man in the Park
® By Jerry Schmitz
A senior, on the eve of graduation, is

held spellbound by an “ancient marihis welcome was so pleasant, and he found so much

ner’ who has sailed life’s seas for two
score years. Read what the sage has
suffered and learn how to embark on

to delay him that it was already past midnight before he said good-bye upon the threshold.

A cool refreshing breeze had gathered in the

your life’s cruise.

meanwhile.
{

IM HALE was not yet two and twenty, but
he counted himself a grown man, and a very

‘The night was as clear as the day; not

a cloud dimmed the glimmer of the stars. Tim succumbed to mother nature’s charm and decided to
take the longer way home, which took him through
the park on Sycamore Street—a very beautiful park.
For some reason or other—perhaps it was due to
the nearness of graduation—the swagger in Tim’s

accomplished one at that. When one has been on
the varsity football team for three years, has done
wonderfully well in his academic work, and knows

gait was more pronounced than ever. His head held

that his dad will set him up in business, a certain

aloof, his nostrils deeply inhaling the cool refresh-

swagger in the gait is surely to be pardoned.
On a certain night in June, he had gone out to
purchase some cigarettes, and being in a very agreeable frame of mind he decided to pay a visit to one
of his college chums.
| say he was in a very agreeable frame of mind,
because on the morrow he would graduate. Graduation day !—the day he had looked forward to with
so much anticipation, the day he thought would
mark his departure from the tiresome routine of
school life and rules, and his entrance into the business world.
Tim walked fast and was soon knocking at his

ing breeze, a cigarette perched obliquely between
his two lips, and that inimitable swagger of his, all
combined, formed a perfect picture of cocksureness,
_ He had just reached the park when he noticed a

friend’s door. Although he promised himself to
stay only a little while and make an early return,

man sitting on one of the benches.

His head, rest-

ing against his shoulder, represented a very forlorn
figure, indeed. Plainly, it is nothing unusual for
one to see such a sight as this, but there was some-

thing so attractive about this man that it affected
Tim, and he decided to bid the man the time of day.
“Good evening, sir,” said Tim.

“Oh-oh, good evening, my young man,” answered
the forlorn figure, plainly evincing his surprise at

the greeting.
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Tim was ready to continue home, but the old
man, somewhat weakly called out, “Would you
mind sitting here with me for awhile?”
“Why, not at all,” replied our hero, somewhat hesitantly, but after a moment’s consideration, realizing

graduation, too.

His school life had been a pleas-

ant one, but he was tired of rules, rules, rules, of

everlastingly conforming to certain principles, etc.,
and so, he was happy over the thought that on the

After all, it was a beautiful

morrow he would be rid of it all. Well, he graduated and his dad started him in business. He was
quite successful, but he made the fatal mistake of

night, and the nearness of graduation made him
quite tense. Putting all these facts together, one

worrying more over his financial status than that
of his morals. Not that he did anything criminal,

can readily see that Tim was not a very fit subject
for his bed.

you understand, but—well he just neglected doing

that this man could not possibly do him any harm,

he was quite willing.

For a few moments the two sat without uttering

a word, Tim was quite at a loss trying to determine just what would furnish fit material for conversation with this old man, while the latter stared

at his companion as though he was attempting to
study him. Finally the old man broke the monotony.

“You might be rather surprised and startled that
I called you back, but for some reason or other,
son, your happy-go-lucky strut, the expression of
complete

contentedness

on

your

countenance,

brought back a time when I was your age, and so,

1 thought I would take the liberty of finding out
just why you feel so happy, so carefree.”
“Well,” answered Tim, “I suppose it’s due to the
fact that I graduate to-morrow.”
“Oh, so you graduate to-morrow ?”

eh.
“That’s fine. Congratulations! How do you feel
on the eve of leaving school?”
“Well, to tell you the truth, I feel that finally I
can do what I want, when, where, and how I wish,

without troubling myself about what so-and-so will
think or do if he learns of it.”
“Uh-huh,” replied the old man, saying the words

in such a way that Tim thought he agreed with
him, and so continued.

“You see, school life is something wonderful and
grand, but I think that once a fellow gets out of it

he doesn’t have to worry anymore about certain

rules and principles that he learned therein.

you the

To tell

t

Just then the old man interrupted Tim and asked,

“Son, would you mind listening to a little story?”
“Why no, let’s have it.”
*

‘Well, I’ll make it as short as possible because

1 realize that you need some sleep, for to-morrow
will be a big day for you—I mean to-day will be
a big day for you, because it’s already close to one

o'clock. Well, I’ll cut it short.
“About forty years ago, a young man about your
age was walking through a park, just like you were
to-night. He was happy—it was the eve of his
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all those little things that he had learned of in
school—you know, those outward signs of a man’s
inward feeling, that make him feel that he is liv-

ing right.
His conscience hurt him, too, from time to time,

and on those occasions he would regard himself
with mingled astonishment and fear. In the first
place, he couldn’t believe that he had grown so lax,
and then—he was afraid to think of himself.
“One day, however, about five years ago, his
partner informed him that their business was
headed for the ‘cleaners,’ unless they took one
chance. If successful, they would be able to tide
their business over the depression; if they lost—

well—it meant prison.
“Now, this particular man never before trans-

acted a shady deal, but he had entrusted his entire
happiness to these things which money alone can
buy, and being deprived of these, meant being deprived of his only consolation of living. He had
lost the consolation of leading a good life, of observing the rules and principles of his religion. Well,
he gave in to his partner. They lost—and, son, I
tell you, no one ever spent three years of life, that
bordered on hell, than I—yes, that I spent.

“I told you this story because I don’t want you
to make the same mistake that I did. A school must
have certain rules and teach certain principles, and
it intends that they should furnish the means for
governing an individual’s life after he leaves school.
When you leave school, resolve to have a certain
principle of life, and follow it every day of your
life. If you do, you will not only be a happier individual, but you will be strong enough to say ‘no’!
if by chance you are forced to make a decision as

I did.
alge
“You better go home now, son,—and good luck!”
“Yes, I better.” That was all Tim could say
as he left the old man.
It was still clear and beautiful. A refreshing
breeze still blew as Tim continued on his way home.
He still walked with that swagger of his, but it
seemed it was tempered somewhat. Tim had assumed a more serious outlook on life.

The Hawk's Nest
@ By Richard Williams
Dick lived a year in Ft. Lauderdale,
the west end of which dips into the

Everglades. He knew Hawk Bailey,

being back at the camp fishing, also gazed anxious-

the swamp “cracker” who is the cen-

ly up the river.

tral figure of the story. Follow Hawk
as he paddles along in his “dugout.”

Le vast trackless water wilderness which
constitutes the Florida Everglades lay in
slumbering silence beneath an early June morning
sun. The sharp-edged saw grass, stretching as far
as eye could see to the north and west, waved gent-

An hour passed.

5

The sun swung higher and it be-

gan to get warm. The two men in their dugouts,
suddenly stiffened. There came the splash of oars
and the sound of men’s voices. A rowboat appeared,
containing three men, coming slowly long the

murky water. Crock grunted, and poled his boat
out into the middle of the river. In a moment the
boats were side by side.

ly before a mellow south wind; and over along the

“Hello, Crock!” called one of the men, a suave,
black-haired fellow. “I see you got our message

river a sluggish water moccasin, satiated with a

all right.”

meal of swamp rabbit, coiled on a rotten log in the
sun. The river was the Apalachecola, that muddy
little stream which threads its meandering way

the news two nights ago.

this place as a hideaway. They never will find you

through the wildest and most sinister part of the
Everglades—Big Cypress Swamp—on its way from

now.”
“What about this old Florida ‘cracker’ that runs

Lake Okeechobee to the Gulf of Mexico.

this camp?’ Caille, the chief, asked.

“Howdy, chief,” Crock greted him.

“Yeah, I got

You were wise to pick

Beneath the great, towering cypresses and live

“It’s all fixed,’ Crock replied, but Hawk, who

oaks, and partially hidden by the long dangling
strands of Spanish moss and “strangler fig” vines,
a dugout drifted silently along the water, well in

from his point of vantage could plainly hear every

towards the bank.

Any inhabitant of the swamp could have told you
who the lean, indolent-looking, hawk-nosed_ indi-

vidual crouched in the boat was. Hawk Bailey was
equally well known to both Seminoles and whites,
for he ran the only trading post in Big Cypress
Swamp.
Hawk, clad in his usual dirty blue shirt and over-

alls, was oddly enough, not fishing this morning.
His poles lay discarded in the bottom of the dug-

out, while their owner peered intently up-stream.
Perhaps sixty yards beyond, up by the big bend
in the river where the jungle came right to the water’s edge, was another dugout, hidden in close to
the bank beneath the heavy foliage, and practically
invisible to any but a practiced eye. The man in
this boat looked much like a gorilla, with his

hunched back, small bowl-shaped head, and evil
little pig eyes. “Crock” Burnett worked for Hawk,
in exchange for board and room, fishing, hunting,
and making occasional trips to the coast for supplies. Right now, Crock unaware that his boss lay
watching him a scant sixty yards away, instead of

word, scowled.

“What about these machine guns?” asked one of
the other men named Thompson. “Won’t this bird
think they’re kinda funny guns to bring with us to
hunt game?”
“Wrap them up in this canvas,” Caille directed,
kicking some of the stuff lying in the bottom of the
boat. “No use letting the old coot get wise to us
too soon. After a couple of days when we're all
set, itll be just his hard luck if he starts asking

dumb questions.”
Hawk started to pole his way silently down the
river, and once started he proceeded with amaz-

ing speed. When the others followed a few moments later, there was not a trace to indicate that
some one had been near them, not even a ripple

on the water.

:

WHEN Crock and the other men arrived at the
camp, perched along the river under the trees, the
sight of Hawk, slouched on the end of a rickety
wharf extending out into the water some fifteten
feet—fishing—greeted their eyes.

Two dirty-looking little cottages standing on
stilts above the oozing black mud, and a dilapidated
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boathouse made up the camp known as “The
Hawk’s Nest.” To this spot came the few white

jaws closing together—the water churned and the

men and Seminoles, who lived in the region, to get
their potatoes and canned goods—along with some
of Hawk’s moonshine.

“Guess you-all don’ need ten guesses to know
what that was,” Hawk chuckled, returning to the
porch.
“Many of them around here?” Caille asked un-

The others tied up their boats alongside Hawk’s
recently used dugout, and climbed out onto the

pier.
“Here’s our guests!” Crock said cheerily.
Hawk paused for a moment from puffing his corncob pipe, uttered a noncommittal greeting, and then
went on fishing.
In the afternoon Crock and the other men went
off fishing somewhere, and Hawk drew Ogeeche, a
young Seminole youth who made the camp his rendezvous, to him.
“You-all hit fo? down rivah,” Hawk drawled to

the boy, “an tell yo’ pappy to fetch some o’ his best
men up heah, tomorrow mawnin’ an’ Ah’ll meet
you. Theah’s some carrion Ah want to clean outta’ mah nest.”
The boy nodded his head, and without a word
made for his dugout and rowed steadily off down
the river.

The others returned late in the afternoon, each
with a fine string of fish, and the third man, a pockmarked, weasel-faced individual, called ironically
enough, “Handsome,” proudly displayed several
ducks which he had shot.

Hawk smiled, but said

nothing.
Supper was partaken—a ,crude meal for city

shadow was gone.

comfortably.

“Water’s full o’ em,” was the answer.
The swamp and jungle, placid and quiet by day,
has come to life with the coming of darkness. Caille,

“Handsome,” and Thompson listened to the noises
apprehensively. To Hawk and Crock it was but
the nightly serenade.

A distorted symphony of

hoo-hoos, catcalls and beak-snapping screeches betrayed the presence of the owls, but the odd minklike snarl of swamp-rabbits, the hissing snarls of

opossoms, and the long gurgling cry of a panther,
which rose in frenzied pitch to a eery scream sending uncontrollable shivers up and down the spines
of all who heard it, were strange sounds to the newcomers.
A moon, full and red as the flames of a wood
fire, rose unexpectedly above the trees, flooding the

jungle and the shimmering waters of the river with
cold illumination.
‘The orchestra which had been playing over the
radio with irritating steadiness suddenly stopped,
and the clear voice of an announcer was heard:

“Announcement to all state and city police!” said
the voice. Caille made as if to get to his feet, and
then thinking better of it, settled back in his seat.

“Despite the police dragnet,” continued the voice

folks—but the newcomers semed quite satisfied.

“laid for Gene Caille and his two chief henchmen,

The sun was suddenly gone, twilight fled, and
night fell with the swiftness common to this latitude. They sat on the screened-in porch and
smoked, thankful for the mosquito netting spread
over the screens, which protected them fairly well
from the droning devil’s horde of mosquitoes and
gnats which came swarming out of the swamp.

‘Handsome’ Adams and Heinie Thompson, they escaped once more, early this morning near Tampa,
and are believed to have fled south into the Everglades. When last seen they were riding in a blue
Plymouth sedan bearing Florida license plates 416-

The music of a jazz orchestra issued from the radio

322. It is feared that the desperados wanted for a
dozen bank robberies in northern Florida and Georgia have escaped to some prearranged hideout in

inside, sounding utterly incongruous in such a place
seemingly so far from civilization, and yet really so

the Everglades.”

close.

for he felt cold steel pressed into the small of his

The river flowed silently by, slapping softly
against the piers. Sundry splashings disturbed the
smooth surface constantly.
Hawk got suddenly to his feet.
“Wait a minute, an’ Ah’ll show you-uns somethin’,” he said. He went into the cottage, and came
out in a moment with a chunk of fat which he fastened on the end of a fishing line. Walking out to

back.

The music started again, but Hawk noted it not,

There was si-

“Well, Hawk,” Caille murmured softly, “now that
you know who we are, what are you going to do
about it?”
“Not a thing!” Hawk replied cheerfully, “theah’s
nothin’ Ah kin do.”
“Keep that attitude, and you won’t be harmed,”
Caille advised. “All we want to do is lie low here
for a couple of weeks, and then we won't bother you
any longer.”

lence, then a long dark shadow came gliding up
through the water—a sudden splash, a smack of

‘The three fugitives went into the cottage and prepared for bed, and Crock drew forth a pair of guns

the end of the wharf, he flung the line in the water,

and the chunk of fat disappeared.
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and prepared to guard Hawk for the night.
Presently Hawk spread a blanket on the floor
not six feet from the watchful Crock, and in two

minutes was lustily snoring.
CAILLE awoke to find the cottage bright with
sunlight, and his companions still sprawled about
in slumber.

He dressed leisurely, lit a cigarette,

and looked at his watch. It was just seven o’clock.
He stepped out onto the porch. Crock was tilted
back in his chair, his mouth wide open, his arms
dangling, dozing. There was no sign of Hawk.

Still unalarmed, Caille shook Crock roughly, and
succeeded finally in arousing him.
“Where’s Hawk sleeping?” Caille asked, blowing
cigarette smoke.

:

“Why, right th—,’’ Crock looked dumbly at the
floor where Hawk by every right should have been.
“What’s the matter?’ Caille snarled, “Where is

he? Find him quick!”
Thompson and “Handsome” were aroused, and a

search was made of the cottages and boathouse.
‘here was no Hawk.

Caille turned on Crock furiously.

“You dirty

rat,” he roared, “this is your fault.”
“You better save it for later, boss,” ‘Handsome’

cut in.

“We’ve gotta’ get out of here.”

pad croaked hoarsely once, and dived into the wa-

ter. A strong wind blew from the south, bringing
with it the dank smell of rotting vegetation.
Perspiration stood in beads upon Caille’s fore-

head. “Come on,” he said hoarsely, “let’s get going!”
They started for the boathouse when a shot
brought them up short. Others followed, and they
raced back to the cottage. Caille heaved up his
machine gun, steadied it on a window sill and raked

A rifle

cracked, and Caille swore and leaped back from the
window, his hand a blur of red.
The day dragged on, and it grew hot, stifling, and

they could find no drinking water.
Shortly after noon Crock without warning, uttered a mad howl, and hurled out the door with a

rifle in his hands.

No gunfire greeted him, and he

made the protection of the boathouse, clambered
into a rowboat, and rowed out into the river.

He

headed upstream, and had gone perhaps fifteen
yards when a gun cracked, boring a hole clean
through the side of the dugout below the waterline. It began to rapidly fill with water, Crock
started frantically to row for shore, and then, see-

ing that he would never make it, leaped into the
water and began to swim.

Mid-afternoon came, and the three men watched

the windows and sweltered.
All at once there was a disturbance out on the
river, much shouting and shooting, and Thompson
and ‘““Handsome” joined Caille by the front door.
Caille, seeing nothing, was the first to realize what
was about to take place ,and he swung about, his

eyes dilating wildly with fear and horror at what
he saw. Seminoles swarmed in through the windows—dusky, brown men with coal black hair clad
in rainbow colored shirts and cloaks. Not a shot
was fired. It would have been sheer suicide for
any of the whites to have attempted to have offered resistance. They stood, trying to put on a
brave front in a sinister circle of silent Indians.
“Shall we burn ’em at the stake, Conecuh, Etowah, Oconee?” came a chuckling voice at the door.
They looked around. There stood Hawk, looking
very sleepy-eyed, with a rifle in his hand.
“Let us throw them to the alligators!” spoke one
tall Seminole slowly, pronouncing his words with

‘The swamp stretched away on all sides of them
ominously silent. Across the river a frog onalily-

the jungle on all sides with a hail of lead.

opposite shore two Seminoles were waiting for
him. He was quickly seized, and they all disappeared into the foliage.
Caille who had been watching with the others
spoke furiously. “The fool!” he rasped, “we'll get
away to-night.”

When he reached the

precision. His face was unsmiling. Apparently he
was quite in earnest.
“Don’t try to bluff us!” Caille growled, but his
face was white.
“All right, Caille,” said Hawk stepping forward,
we won't. Don’t you-all know that the hawk
guards its nest carefully. I specks you-uns thought

Ah was just a ole Florida ‘cracker’ who didn’t know
enough to git up yander out o’ the rain,” he chuckled
heartily.
“Help me tie ’em up, Kissimmee,” he said, “an

let’s git ’em off down river.”
SPRAWLED lazily on his dingy wharf, which
shakes with every gust of wind, Hawk never tires
of telling any listener of his experience with those
city gangsters.

“The funniest thing was,” the old fellow always
ends up, his eyes sparkling, “that afternoon we shot
it out with Caille and his pals, Ah was the only
one who had any ammunition fo’ mah gun. All
those. fool Seminoles was carryin’ empty rifles
aroun’ with ’em, becuz they’d run out of gun-fodder

a week befo’.

If Caille had called our bluff when

we cornered ’em in mah Hawk’s Nest, Ah wouldn’t

be settin’ heah tellin’ you-all this story to-day, and
they’d be a heap less Seminoles roamin’ aroun’ in
this here ole swamp.”
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As Others See Us
e@ By Peary Scope
- HE management and staff of The Exponent
have endeavored to live up to two practical aims
for the scholastic year of 1933-’34: (1) to turn out

a college magazine that would contain interesting
articles—and one that would be read; (2) to publish
monthly—from October to May, inclusive—without

a miss.
We have not found it necessary to resort to “reproduction” articles
— literary mosaics made with
scissors and paste. We have found that our students have a wonderful supply of thoughts and
feelings and experiences that they wish to express.
And we have discovered that they have unlimited
powers of “self-expression.”
How have our Exchanges viewed The Exponent?
We have been reviewed by five of our Exchanges.
Here is what they had to say about us:
The Chimes (Cathedral College), New York City: “The
Dayton Exponent appeals to me as one of the most attractive yet received. Everything is constructed along an intellectual and natural plan which boasts a balanced and
well-chosen selection. However, impressed as I am by the
prose compositions, I suggest to Dayton that they insert
a few poems.”
St. Joseph’s Collegian (St. Joseph’s College), Collegeville, Ind.: “In its opening number The Exponent makes a
striking impression. Vital information and subtle humor are
the chief elements of interest. If the following numbers of
The Exponent come up to the standard set by the initial
issue, this journal can be assured of a tremendous success
for the ensuing year.”
The Duquesne Monthly (Duquesne University), Pittsburg, Pa.: “ ‘Justice to the Jew’ (October) merits more
consideration than we are able to express in this column;
however, we feel that our comment will induce the Exchange readers to secure The Exponent and so some prof-

The Clepsydra (Mundelein College), Chicago, Ill.: “The
Exponent offers a weirdly excellent short story, ‘The Land
of the Vacuum.’ This story shows an imagination which
holds the interest of the reader.”
The Canisius Quarterly (Canisius College), Buffalo, N.
Y.: “We are loathe to place The Exponent in the category
of a certain experiment, but frankly we do not like it. It
seems to partake too much of the nature of an experiment,
to be the result of mixing a bottle of short story and a
bottle of light essay to see what would happen, and to be
excessively deficient in poetry. There was one very good
short short story, ‘Columns and Things,’ but it served only

to emphasize the cut and dried character of the rest of the
book. And if we indulge in another line of constructive
criticism, we prefer a more formal appellation for the honorable editors than ‘Jim’ or ‘Don.’”

The Chimes and The Canisius Quarterly criticized
The Exponent for its dearth of poetry. We have alibis
—good alibis—to offer, but being just members of the
editorial staff, we can do nothing to remedy the poetic situation, so we shall take it on the chin—and
like it!

As for a more formal appellation for the honorable editors, we have not shown any improvement
on that point. “Jim Brown refused to change to
‘‘James’—because that isn’t his name; and “Robert”
Wharton insisted that his name is “Bob.” Jim
Schopler signed up as “Jim” on joining the staff,
but we insisted that he go by the chauffer-inisticname of “James,” for we feared that two “Jims” on
the staff might render us liable to be charged with
a bad case of the “jimmies.”

The Duquesne Monthly: “The students of the University

Personally, we liked our “experiment”—and all but
one of our Exchange Editors, who expressed themselves, liked our mixture! The Canisius Quarterly
may like theirs straight. They are fortunately located

have an uncanny knack of composing humorous disserta-

—just across the Canadian border, but we in the wild

tions. Shadows of ‘Twainism’ grace the elongated page of
The Exponent in such forms as the pen ramblings of James
Schopler and Richard Williams. ‘The Man Without a
Face’ is written so impressionistically, we are still able to

and woolly West had to be content
% essay, and % “what have you?”
ponent is a blend—and some blends
noisseurs often prefer good blends to
yea, straight from Straitsville!

itable reading.”

detect an aroma of bandage and iodoform.

Well done, Mr.

Wharton, we will look forward to the next editions.”
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College Clippings
e By Jack the Clipper

I did not know before that—
A course in horseshoe pitching has been added to
the curriculum of the Los Angeles Junior College.
Ce oe eee
Fifty per cent of the fraternities and sororities at
the University of Wisconsin have failed to pay their
taxes.

ee ae ee
A system of examinations for instructors at the

Notre Dame University, in defeating the Pleasant
Valley Indians by the score of 18 to 1, used 23 men
of their baseball “nine”.
eee Se oe

Corduroy, meaning the king’s cord, was first applied to the material in the seventeenth century,
when it composed the uniforms of the French king’s
huntsmen.
8 8 ee

end of each school year is proposed by the Daily

Father Coughlin, the “Shepherd of the Air,”

Illini for the protection of the student and the stimulation of the faculty. (Getting even, eh?)
ie.
eeee
Kighty per cent of all college diplomas issued each
year in the United States come from a single printing concern in Philadelphia.
Sie ee ele
Prof. Hoefflit of University of California said:
“I am a human being, subject to asininity. If at
times I talk through my hat, you may laugh up
your sleeve—but do it quietly.”
eS
ae,
There is an Association for the Abolition of P. I.
N.S. (Pins In New Shirts.)
oe ee ee
You cannot matriculate at the William Jennings
Bryan University in Tennessee unless you sign a
pledge to refrain from smoking, chewing, and snuffing in the buildings of the University.
es eae
If you called a thousand different telephone subscribers every day, it would take you a hundred
years to call up every number in the United States.
06) ee ee
Toledo, Spain, is arranging to honor the Amertcan city of Toledo by naming one of its thorough-

played a full game of football at St. Michael’s College (his Alma Mater) with a broken jaw.
6 Me, *

fares “Toledo de Ohio” street.
x * k * * *
Woodrow Wilson coached the Princeton Univer-

sity football team in 1890.
a's we ee eS
Hugo Otopalik, lowa State wrestling coach, has
a sign on the ceiling of the gymnasium which reads:
“If you can read this you’re a flop.”
MR

MR

RE

I

eI

A bridge foursome could play 24 hands every
day for a period of 6,123,828,480,455,565,917 years
and never have the same distribution of cards.

Dr, M. C. Reid, University of California psychiatrist, says “there is no such thing as a nervous

breakdown.

It is an unconscious evasion of re-

sponsibilities.”

x

Ok

Ok

Ok

Ok

Ox

Sinclair Lewis, rebuffing news photographers,
said: “Nobody wants his picture taken while he is
eating. While you are eating you want to act
human.”
6

eo

RR

ke

mee

A young Greek, Apostolos Athannassiou, is the
only male student among 1,500 women in Wellesley
College.
*

ORS

Re

ae oo

Frank Gordon spends his entire working day removing wads of chewing gum from the vast Music
Hall of Radio City in New York.
ME

EM

Re

Fifteen years old, 7 feet, 10% inches tall, and
weighing 360 pounds, Robert Wadlow, of Alton,
Ill., wears No. 35 shoes made at a cost of $30 a pair.
*k oe

ek

ek

* Ok

Walter Williams, of the University of Missouri,

is said to be the only university president in the
United States who was not college-educated himself.

a er, ee
Officially declared dead in the World War, only
to be brought back to life to serve another year in
France, H. D. Andrews, of Cincinnati, Ohio, now

can’t collect that year’s pay because he is dead, and
he can’t collect army insurance because he is alive.
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The Stadium Spectator
® By Jim Brown

HE second semester sun, settling low in the
West, warns us that the inexorable march of

time has propelled us once more through a complete
collegiate sport cycle.
Cleats, spikes, and sneakers have kicked up sod,
clay, and dust to the tune of cheers, groans, and

sighs during the 1933-34 cycle. We have tasted
victory and defeat, we have taken the good with
the bad.
FOOTBALL
From the moment that Johnny Heller scored the
season’s first touchdown against Adrian till Captain Bob Payne scored the last against Denison, the
season was a kaleidoscope of action.

In passing, how fitting it was that Heller, the
sophomore hope, should start the season’s scoring,

and that dependable Bob Payne, the popular captain should conclude the season—his last!
High spots of the campaign were, of course, the
great comeback against Findlay in that hectic 13 to

12 game, the Homecoming victory over West Virginia Wesleyan 7 to 6, the great stand at John Carroll, the scoring spree against Wittenberg, and the
Charity climax with Denison.
Low ebb included the heart-breaking finish to the
Ohio Wesleyan game and the hockey-football match
at Canisius.

BASEBALL
Although curbed by an abbreviated schedule, the
Flyer baseball team is living up to the precedent
established this season by its sister sports, in that
it is a fighting, driving combination.

Incidentally, Dayton fans may logically look forward to more extensive spring athletic programs

in the future, as evinced by the constantly growing
demands made upon the local institution by various county and district committees, with reference
to track and field meets and baseball tournaments
to be held in the stadium and ball park.
INTRAMURAL
Speaking of the major sports, and the individual
stars usually associated with them, may be all well

and good, but what of the student who is not cap- able of participating in them to the extent required?
That is where intramural activity enters the scene,
and in the case of the University of Dayton—“‘with
a vengeance’—for few schools of its size in the
country can boast of the complete intramural program to be found on this campus.
POTPOURRI
Individual returns from football are certainly
manifested in unusual ways. It all depends on the
character of the person involved.

Individual stars we cannot mention because space

One player received reams of glowing publicity,

and discrepancy do not permit, but suffice it to say
that every man did his part nobly, else the season
would not have been the success that it was.

and a more unassuming chap you never saw.
_Another player received too much publicity. He
couldn’t stand prosperity. It intoxicated him.
Still another player is possessed of a fiery temper. He is quick to battle, but football has made
him quick to forgive.
Who are these men?
Surely you know them. They are on this campus
just as their freres are on every other campus.

BASKETBALL
A new coach, a new system, untried players, and
a formidable schedule. Unauspicious preliminaries
and a crushing defeat by Ohio State. Hits and
misses—jeers from the Thomases—shadows across
a youthful brow.
In stride! A new star is born! Wins with regularity—new hope—lasting hope.
A fine season and congratulations!
Unquestionably, the highest peak attained by the
Red and Blue during the court season was in the

second Wittenberg game. A whirlwind of action—
a nightmare of thrills and suspense. A flashing finish that sent the spectators into the seventh heaven
of ecstasy.
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Tommie Hannigan gets his try at big league football! He’s a little man but he’s a little tough, too!
From our vantage point in the press box at the
annual Varsity-Alumni game, we watched the expression on Quarterback Brumbaugh of the Chicago

Bears as he, in turn, watched Tommie in action.
Gentlemen! Tommie sold himself !—and the Bears
bought!

Joe Spatz
BAKERY
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